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margin, for it had overflowed for a considerable
distance, the sky was as black as ink, the rain com-
ing down in sheets, and the wind blowing in. violent
gusts that threatened every moment to blow the
carts clean over. To think of crossing that night
would have been madness. To say nothing of the
fact that another caravan was waiting to be ferried
over before us, the ferryman would not answer for
the strength of the rope holding out against the
current and gale combined. Still, if the Gospodins
liked, and did not mind risking it, the head man
(who was a Bouriatte, and spoke Russian well,)
would do what he could to get them over. The
Gospodins, however, strongly objected to risking it,
and determined to make themselves as comfortable
as circumstances and the last half-bottle of whisky
would permit, till morning.

The stream, next morning, was still swollen from
theincessant rain; but the caravan that had encamped
next us had crossed at daylight in safety, with the
exception of the loss of one bullock. Our camels
were taken to a ford about a mile up stream, and
we preferred accompanying them to trusting our-
selves to the rickety old boat and frayed, rotten-
looking rope, for the new one had not yet arrived.
The ferry itself did not look capable of carrying
half a dozen men, much less a heavy, clumsy camel-
cart. Arrived at the ford, however, the spectacle of
the leading camel suddenly disappearing from view
in a deep hole made us change our minds and return
to the boat. The first cart had just been got in,
and we leapt on board just as they were shoving off
into the stream.